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leeches myBoycs, to fucke,to fuckc, the very blood to 
fucke. 

Boy . And that’s but vnwholefome food,they fay. 
Tift. Touch nerfoft mouth,and march. 

Bard. FarwellHoftefle. 

Nirh. I cannot kiffe, that is the humor of it: but 
adieu. 

Tift. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepc clofe, I thee 
command. 

Hoftefle. Far well: adieu. Exeunt 

Flonrijb. 

Enter the Trench Kingyhe Dolphinyhe Duties 
of Berry and Brit awe. 

King. Thus comes the Englith with full power vpon vs, 
And more then carefully it vs conccrnes. 

To anfwcr Royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 

Of Brabant and of Orleance,fliall make forth. 

And you Prince Dolphin,with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes ofWarrc 
With men oi: courage,and with meanes defendant: 

For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfe. 

It fits vs then to be as prouident, 

Asfearc may teach v$,out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and neglecicd Englijfih, 

Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin . My moft redoubted Father, 

It is moft meet wc arme vs ’gainft the Foe: 

For Peace it felfe (hould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor noktiowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Detence$,Mufters,Preparations, 

Should be maintain’d,affcmbled,and collected, 

As were a Warre in expedition. 

Therefore I fay/tis meet we all goc forth, 

To view the fick and feeblcpai ts of France: 

And let vs doe it with no fhew of feare. 

No, with no more,then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 

For,my good Liege,fhee is fo idly King’d, 

Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne. 

By a vaine giddie (hallow humorous Youth, 

That feare attends her not. 

Const. O peace,Prince Dolphin, 

You are too much miftaken in this King: 

Queftion your Grace the late Emba(Tador 9 , 

With what great State he heard their Embaffie, 

How well fupply’d with Noble Counccllors, 

Ko.w modeft In exception ; and withall, 

How terrible in conftancrcfolution: 

And you flhall find,his Vanities fore-fpent. 

Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus , 

Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 

As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That (hall firft fpring,and be moft delicate. 

! Dolphin. Well/tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. 
But though we thinke it fo,it is no matter; 

In cafes of dcfencc/cis beft to weigh 
TheEnemie more migbtie thenhefeemes. 

So the proportions of detcnce are fill’d: 

Which of a weake and niggardly proie&ion, 

Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat,with fcanting 
A little Cloth. 

King. Thinke we King Harrj ftreng i 
And Princcs,looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. 

The Kindred of him hath bcenc flelht vpon vs: 
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And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine 
That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes: * 
Witnefle our too much memorable lhame 
When Crefly Battell fatally was ftrucke ’ 

And all our Princes captiu’d.by the hand 
Of that black Name^nw-J.black Prince n ru, 

Wh.lcsth5thisMountaineSire,onMountai„H) aIes! 

Vp m the Ayre.crown’d with the Golden an<li n 

Saw his Heroicall Secd.and i'mil’d to fee w, ^ 
Mangle the Worke of Nature,and deface ^ 

The Patternesjthat by God and by Fremvh n l 
H ad twentie yeercs been made. This i s a c P h?rs 
Of that Vidtorious Stock: and let vs feare ^ 

The Natiue mightineffc and fate of him. 

Enter d^Mefienger. 

Lfltejf. Embafladors from Harry King of F i 
Doe crauc admittance to your Maieftjef ° in< *> 

King, w eclc giue them prefent audience 
Goe,atui bring them. • * 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed friends 
. D^WTutnehcaJ S ndflo Pp ,, r r uit;for ;; 

Molllpend their mouths,whe what they fcemmli ^ 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soiieraio tle ' teai ' 
Take vp the Englifh (Borland let them know 
Ot what a Monarchic you are the Head: 

Sclfe- loue,my Liege,is not fo vile a finne, 

As fclfe-neglefting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him,and thus he greets your 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightit 
That you deuett your felfe.and lay apart ' 

The borrowed Glories,that by gift of Heaucn 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations.longs 
To him and to his Hcires, namely the Crowne 
Andallwide-flictchcd Honors, that pertainc ’ 

By Cuftome.and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vino theCrowne of France: that you may know 
’ Tis no fin : fter,nor no awk-ward Clayrne, 

Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vanifhtdaycs. 
Nor from the duff of old Obliuion rakt, 

He fends you this moft memorable Lyne, 

In euery Branch truly demonftratiue; 

Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree: 

And when you find him cucnly deriu’d 
From his moft fam’d,of famous Anccftors, 

Edward, the third; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indire<ftly held 
From himjhc Natiue and true Challenger. 

King. Orelfewhatfollowes? 

Exe. 31oody conftraint: for if you bide the Crowne 
Euen in your hearts,there will herakeforit. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, likea/o#e. - 
That if requiring taile,he will compell. 

And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 

Dcliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 
On the poorc Soules,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie Iawes.-and on your head 
Turning the WiddowesTeares, the Orphans Cry«» 
The dead-mens Blood,the priuy Maidens Groancs, 
For Hu?bands,Fathers,and betrothed Louers, 

That Ihall be (wallowed in this Controuerfie* 

This is his Clayme.his Thrcatning,and my Meflage; 
Vnlefle the Dolphin be in prefence here; 

To whom expreffely I bring greeting to* 

King For 
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For vs, we will confider of this further: 
morrow (1.all you beare our full intent 

to our Brother of England. 

)tlph. For the Dolphin, 

, A-md hcte for him: what to him from England ? 

Ext Scorne and defiance, fleight regard,contempt, 
ln d any t hi °g that m ^ not nnif-become 
t ,.mjphtie Sender, doth he prize you at. 

S 1 my King:and if your Fathers Highneffc 
nnp not,in graunt of all demands at large, 

? ceten the bitter Mock you fent his Maieftie; 

?.* J e ca ll you to fo hot an Anfwcr of it, 
rhatCaues and Wombie Vaultages of France 
‘,“ jl C hidc your Trcfpas,and rcturne your Mock 
Lftcond Accent of his Ordinance. 

1 Dolph. Sav: if my Father render faire returne, 
Itisagainftmy will: fori defire 
Mothin'’ but Oddes with England. 
fothacend,asmatching to his Youth and Vanitie, 

I did prefent him with the Paris-Batts. 

gxe. Hee’le make your Paris LouerfnaVe for it, 

^ ere it the Miftrefle Court of mightie Europe: 

An d beaffur’d,you’lc find adiff’rence, 
we his SubieCts haue in wonder found, 

Betweene the promife of his greener dayes, 

And thefe he matters now: now he wcighcsTime 
Euen to the vtmoft Graine: that you fhall reade 
[nyourowne Loffcs,if he ftay in France. 

'King- To morrow fhall you know our mind at full. 

Elourtfh, 

Exe. Difpatch vs with all fpeed, lead that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay; 

For he is footed in this Land already. 

King -You ftialbe foone difpatchr,with faire conditions. 
A Night is but fmall breathe,and little paw fe, 

Toanfwer matters of this confequence. Exeunt. 


zABus Sccundus. 


Flourifh. Enter Chorus . 

Thus with imagin’d wing our (wife Scene fives, 

In motion of no leffccelcritie then that of Thought. 

Suppofe, that you haue feenc 

The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, 

Embarke his Royaltic: and his braue Fleet, 

With filkenStreamers,the young Phebus fayning; 

Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 

Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boyes climbing; 
Heare the fhrill Whiffle, which doth order giue 
To founds confus’d : behold thethreaden Sayles, 
Borne with th’inuifible ^nd creeping Wind, 

Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the lofcie Surge. 0,doe but thinke 
You ftand vpon the Riuage.and behold 
ACiticon th’inconftant Billowes dauncing: 

For fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, 

Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 

And leauc your England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Guarded with Grandfircs,Babycs,and old Women, 
Eyther paft 3 or not arriu’d to pyth and puifiance: 

For who is hc,whofe Chin is buc cnricht 


Withoneappcariing Hayre,that will not follow 
Thefe cull’d and choyfe-dravvne Caualiers to France? 
Worke, worke your Thoughts,and therein fee a Siege : 
Behold the Ordenancc on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew. 

Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back: 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowric, 

Some petty and vnprofitablc Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not: and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynftock now the diuelliih Cannon touches, 

AUi unhand Chambersgoe of. 

And dovvne goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit. 

Enter the King , Exeter, Bedford 9 and Gloucefter . 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew . 

King. Once more vnto the Breach, 

Deare friends,once more; 

Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifh dead : 

In Peacejthere’s nothing fo becomes a man, 

As modeft ftillncflc,and humilitie: 

But when the blaft of Warre blowcs in our earcs* 

Then imitate the atftion of the Tygcr: 

Stiffen the finewes,commune vp the blood, 

Difguife faire Nature with hard-fauour’d Rage: 

Then lend the Eye a terrible afpeeft : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Brafle Cannon: Ut the Brow o’rewhelme ir> 

As fearcfully > as doth a galled Rocke 
O’re-hangand iutty his confounded Bale, * 

Swill’d with the wild and waftfull Ocean. 

Now fet the Teeth,and ftretch the Nofthrill wide. 

Hold hard the Brcath,and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On,on,you Noblifh Englifh, 

Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe: 
Fathers^hat like fomany Alexanders , 

Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought. 

And (heath’d their Swords,for lack of argument. 
Difhonournot your Mothers: nowatteft. 

That thofe whom you call’d Fathers,did beget you. 

Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood. 

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whofe Lyms were made in England \ (hew vs here 
The mettcll of your Pafture; let vs fweare, 

That you arc worth your breeding: which I doubt not: 
For there is none of you fo meanc and bale, 

That hath not Noble liifter in your eyes. 

I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 

Straying vpon the Start. The Game’s afoot: 

Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge* 

Cry,God for Harry , England,and S.George% 

Alarum » and Chambers goe of* 

Enter Nim^Bar dolph y Pifl oil,and Boy . 

Bard. On,on,on,on,on,to the breach,to the breach. 
Ntm. ’Pray tbccCorporall ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot: and for mine ownepart,IhauenotaCafcof Liues: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plainc-Song 
of it. 

Tift. The plaine-Song is moft iuft: for humors doe a- 
bound : Knocks goc and come: Gods Vaflals drop and 
dye: and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field,doth winne 
immortall fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale,and fafetie. 

Vift.And 







































































